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" Ahai!" There came a stream of giggles from
behind the curtains. " And thou, O perspiring youth,
art thou sacred also?" asked the sharp voice,
" Not so sacred as the purdah when the woman it
veils is withered as thou art," came the retort,
" Well hit, O son of Egypt!"
The silken curtains were flung aside, and the face
of an oldish Malay lady of high rank showed itself.
" Marvellous and beautiful! What a face!" sneered
the African.
She looked at him, her black eyes flashing merrily.
" Monkey-tongued," she laughed. " But my coun-
tenance does not render the bullocks uneasy, as doth
thine."
" They are used to it, perchance!"
" Nor frighten this camel of thine as does that of
the holy mullah/'
"Camel! Thou knowest, then, the name of the
animal?" demanded the mullah, turning.
" Ya, Allah, that do I, speaker of coolie-Malay with
an English accent" She eyed him intently. " I too
have made the pilgrimage and can sift the wheat from
the chaff."
The mullah, looking slightly confused, turned his
back abruptly,
" We had best move on, good Podd," he called out
in Dyak.
** Yessir," replied the gentleman in African costume.
Getting the camel under weigh, they scurried across
the bridge and into the courtyard of the hotel.
A camel, resting in the white dust under a shady